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Here Comes Santa Claus 


Author's Notes: 
Hah, another one of the Christmas stories finished! This Nm not too sure about because it\'s my first Crue 


fic. Be kind.. 


This one is for chickenpattysan. 


"At least take the hat off" 


Nikki's fingers closed on a fluffy white pompom and he tugged insistently, setting the hat askew. It draped 
across Tommy's forehead, a red and white monstrosity, completely inappropriate and a total fucking mood- 
killer. Tommy pushed it back and grinned. He stank of liquor, so many different kinds that there was no isolating 


one particular brand. His eyes practically swam in it, drifting vaguely across Nikki's face. 


"Nah," he demurred. His hips gave a jerking roll and Nikki groaned. That wasn't playing fair. "| kinda like the hat. 
lts.. you know.. it's festive." 


"IFs stupid and its making my dick soft,” Nikki answered, 


"No it isn't!" Tommy illustrated his contention by bracing his hands on Nikki's shoulders and lifting himself up. 
The breath caught in his throat as he fucked his hips down against Nikki's prick, bouncing in his lap like a happy 


little whore. "You're just being a fucking jerk again. You know what you need?" 


Nikki contemplated slapping a hand over Tommy's mouth to shut him up. He'd made his point but, in true 
Tommy fashion, he felt the need to prod it into mush to illustrate his seriousness. It was why usually Nikki 
fucked him on his knees; easier that way to plant a hand on the back of his neck and shove his face into the 


pillows. 


"You need a hat too," Tommy declared, leaning close. He planted a sloppy kiss on the corner of Nikki's mouth. It 
tasted alcoholic, and Nikki's tongue darted out, shameless and involuntary. He wished he was fucking drunk right 
now. Tommy was always easier to bear when there was a buffer of inebriation between the two of them. "You 
need a fuckin’ little green elf hat. Is what you need" 


"Yeah, and you need a dick in your mouth," Nikki groused, leaning forward and biting Tommy hard on the 
shoulder. This wasn't how he'd anticipated spending his Christmas Eve. There were only eight thousand fucking 
parties going, any number of which he would have been glad to attend. Instead, he'd somehow gotten stuck 


here with Tommy fucking Lee, the drunk idiot. 


"Dude, you want a drink or something?" Tommy slurred. Nikki sighed and pushed his head back against his 
chair, closing his eyes impatiently. Of course he wanted a drink, he'd been in the process of getting wasted 
when Tommy showed up in the first place. "You're looking kind of tense." 


"Yes. Yes, Tommy, | fucking want a drink" 
"Why don't you get one?" 


"That's an excellent question. Maybe because you're sitting on my cock." He knew he shouldn't be annoyed by 
that, but Tommy wasn't exactly making it worth his while. It was basically one long, boring conversation 
interspersed with moments of bone-melting pleasure when Tommy remembered that they were supposed to 


be fucking. 


‘Oh. Yeah." Tommy looked momentarily surprised, then closed his eyes and tipped his head back and began 
rocking back and forth in Nikki's lap, shifting and squeezing against his prick. Nikki bit back a moan of pleasure 
and rested his hands on Tommy's skinny hips, guiding him carefully. His eyes focused on the hat, irresistibly 
drawn to the fuzzy bobble that bounced against Tommy's shoulder. 


"Hey, I've." Tommy shifted, squirmed, finding a new angle and settling into a new rhythm. It was better than 
the first, deeper, and Nikki tightened his grip, fingers digging viciously into smooth skin. "I've got some coke if 
you want it.. over in my pocket." He gestured vaguely towards where he'd flung his jeans, head turning and 
hips stilling. 


"Later," Nikki gritted, slapping him hard on the ass. Tommy yelped softly and bent forward, pushing his 
forehead against Nikki's and grinning. His spine arched expertly, thighs tensing and relaxing as he resumed his 
efforts. Pleasure jittered through Nikki's body, uncut by booze or drugs. He couldn't remember the last time 
he'd had sober sex. It wasn't actually that bad. 


‘Later, sure," Tommy echoed happily. His long arms slipped around Nikki's neck, drawing him closer, till Nikki was 
pressed against Tommy's shoulder, breathing in the scent of his sweat. He tried to pull back, not sure he liked 
being quite so fucking close, but Tommy's arms were like steel cord. He crooned softly under his breath as his 
hips bounced up and down against Nikki's lap, fingers twining in the short, sensitive hairs at the back of Nikki's 


neck. 


"You wanna get on the bed?" Nikki ventured. On the bed, he could control Tommy, hold him down or flip him 
over, grab him by the hair and jerk him around. Tommy moaned, the sound shading into a soft, drunken giggle. 


"Nope." He bit at Nikki's throat, raked his nails across Nikki's back. In spite of his annoyance, Nikki caught 
himself reacting to Tommy's touch, moaning and arching, twisting into his caresses. His own hips moved now, 


lifting from the hard wooden seat of the chair to drive his prick deeper inside Tommy. 


"Take off the hat then," Nikki muttered. Tommy's hands drew deftly down his neck, tapping a little rhythm 
against the top of his spine. It sent a shudder crawling insidiously along Nikki's skin and every hair on his body 
stood to attention. "Fuck, don't do that." 


"| like the hat," Tommy said. His voice was husky and pleased, the low purr of a well-kept cat, and Nikki stared 
at him in fascination. The spots of color in his high cheeks seemed to glow, vivid and beautiful, and his lower lip 
was so swollen that it looked like he'd been punched. He was like the best kind of porn star, gorgeous and eager 


and unnaturally good at what he did. 


Nikki didn't reply. There was no sense in it; Tommy would never take off the fucking hat, not so long as he 
knew it was annoying Nikki. And it wasn't really that bad. Not bad enough to fight over. Not bad enough to risk 
losing the incredible heat around his prick. Nikki closed his eyes and dragged his nails down Tommy's thighs, 
breath hitching and skipping in his throat. His hips slammed up harder, and Tommy met each thrust with a 
moan and a wriggle of his tight little ass. 


‘| like your dick, too," Tommy continued dreamily. His hands fluttered against Nikki's shoulders, barely there 
fingertips and softly slapping palms. Nikki's brow furrowed slightly in confusion and he dug his nails into 

Tommy's hips, yanking him down harder. It lasted for one stroke and then Tommy's thighs tensed, amazingly 
stable considering his current state. Nikki tried to budge him and Tommy laughed. "Calm down.. we've got all 


night." 


"Aw, Christ" Nikki twisted his head away from Tommy's clumsily stroking hands and narrowed his eyes. "I don't 
wanna spend the whole fucking night with you, Tommy. | just wanna fucking come so | can get the fuck out of 


here." 


"Nah, that's no fun" Tommy stood up suddenly, stumbling a little as he backed away from the chair. Much to 
his shame, a whimper rose up in Nikki's throat, and he stood as well, helplessly following. "Don't you think we 
should just get fucked up and fuck each other all night?" He backed his way across the room, hips swaying, 
hair sticking to his sweaty face. Nikki licked his lips, moaned when Tommy fell back onto the bed. Finally.. 


"Maybe," he whispered, a predatory light in his eyes as he followed Tommy onto the bed. This was what he'd 
wanted, this was how he liked Tommy. Pliant, beautiful, legs spreading so fucking smoothly that Nikki swore his 


hips must be oiled. "You'll have to offer me something really fucking nice, though..." 


He slid back in smooth as silk and Tommy moaned, arched, twined his arms and legs around Nikki's body to hold 
him close. Nikki purred and buried his face in Tommy's neck, glad to smell and taste now. His hips slammed 
forward, pushing Tommy down against the mattress. No more interludes of stupid conversation. Thank fucking 


god. 


Tommy moaned into his ear, raked his nails down Nikki's back His skinny body twisted against the bed, writhing 
and contorting into such sharp angles that Nikki was sure he'd break his back. He was so perfect like this, so 
needy. Nikki stared down at his face, captivated by the way he rolled his eyes, the way he bit his lips, the way 
he raked his fingers through his own hair, tugging and twisting. 


"What if | let you fuck me all night?" Tommy whispered, hoarse and breathless. It took Nikki a second to realize 
that Tommy was seriously trying to entice him into staying all night. Nikki laughed softly and bent down, 


whispering into Tommy's ear as his hips slowed. 


"No, baby." He shifted, changing his angle, and Tommy cried out, his body shaking like he'd been electrocuted. 
Nikki smirked and stroked hair back from Tommy's forehead, prick grinding in deep and hard and slow, just the 
way he liked it. "You're gonna have to do much better than that." 


Tommy's eyes darted desperately, and Nikki could see him trying to shake off his drunkenness long enough to 
come up with an answer. It was futile, of course; nothing that Tommy could offer would keep him in the room 
all night. Still, it was fun to watch him try, and he was bound to come up with at least one or two interesting 


ideas. 

"ll let you spank me," he offered. Nikki shook his head. 

"Been there. Done that. Try again" 

"Beat me? Cut me? Kill me?" 

"Tommy." Nikki leaned close, licked Tommy's cheek. "Let's not get fucking silly, hmm? You're gonna come in 


about two minutes, and if you haven't convinced me by then, I'm leaving.” Tommy's eyes widened, comically 


frantic, and Nikki nearly laughed in his face. This was turning out to be more fun than he'd anticipated. 


"Come on, Nikki!" Tommy's voice was very nearly a whine, and Nikki's fingers twitched, itching to slap him 
across the face. "You're not being fucking fair. What do you want?" 


What indeed? Nikki's hips pistoned in and out, harder and faster, and his hand rose, fingers curling around 
Tommy's neck. It was almost a casual gesture, and Tommy tipped his head back and moaned as Nikki's 
fingertips dug hard into the sides of his throat. Nikki stared down at him, flushed and sweaty and desperate, 
and he considered. There were parties to go to, sure, but what would he do there besides get fucked up and 
find some chick to drag around? Groupies would do just about anything, that was true enough, but.. so would 


Tommy.. 


"Dress in drag and call me Daddy," he said. Tommy's eyes flew open, wide and confused, and Nikki did laugh at 
him this time. "You find a short little skirt and some high heels. Pantyhose if you want. | know you have 


makeup..." 


"And call you Daddy?" Tommy twitched, skin crawling with goosebumps. Nikki reached down and palmed 
Tommy's prick, stroking it hard, closing his eyes in pleasure at Tommy's wail of ecstasy. 


"Call me Daddy," Nikki confirmed, his voice dropping to a breathless whisper. Tommy was starting to tighten 
around him, starting to draw him deeper. He forced himself to concentrate, wanting a promise out of Tommy 


before he let go completely. "And shave your fucking legs." 
"Fuck you!" 


Nikki squeezed Tommy's prick tight, slammed in harder. It always amazed him how much Tommy could take, 
how fucking amazing he looked right before he came. His face twisted in agonizing pleasure and he whipped his 
head back and forth, hair sticking to his forehead and cheeks. His body gave a massive shudder and then he 
was screaming, digging his fingers into the mattress, clawing at the sheets, kicking his feet out. Nikki watched, 
pleased and bemused and amazed, then shut his eyes and gripped Tommy hard by the hips and slammed in to 
his convulsing body. 


It wasn't the most amazing orgasm he'd ever had, but it was close. With Tommy, it was always close. Pleasure 
arced down his spine as he spilled himself and he groaned low in his throat. He kept his eyes tightly closed, well 
aware that Tommy was staring up at him, watching his face contort. He drew a gasping breath, shuddered 


once, then collapsed on top of Tommy's scrawny frame. 
"Hey... Nikki.” 


Nikki grunted and buried his face in Tommy's hair, dazed. His fingers twitched towards the side of the bed, 
searching blindly for a cigarette, and Tommy's hand closed over his, squeezing gently. A momentary flash of 


irritation was quickly buried in a tingle of pleasure as Tommy's breath gusted across the shell of his ear. 


"IIl do it. Just.. gotta find a razor, | guess." He sounded slightly embarrassed, but there was an underlying 
excitement to his voice that Nikki couldn't help but hear. He grinned slowly and pinched the back of Tommy's 


neck. 
"You're a fucking moron" 
"You were serious, right? | mean." 


"The fuck do you wanna hang around with me all night for anyway?" Nikki pushed himself up onto his elbow and 
stared down at Tommy, eyebrow arched quizically. Tommy shrugged, grinned faintly. 


"Might as well," he answered simply. "I want it in the ass tonight and you know how | like it, so." 


"That's fucking romantic." Nikki snorted and flopped onto his back, stretching out, absently brushing his fingers 
through the come on his stomach. "You dumb motherfucker. Get out of here, find yourself a slutty outfit” 


Tommy bounced off the bed, grinning, and crossed the room. He struggled into his jeans, wincing a little, then 
dug in the pocket and tossed Nikki a sealed baggie, then as an afterthough, pulled off his ridiculous hat and 
threw it as well. Nikki caught the baggie, weighed it in his hand, and purred. He spared a glance for the hat, 
then flashed a quick smile. Tommy could be such a good boy sometimes. 


"You just fucking save some for me." Tommy paused at the door to level a finger at Nikki. "Ill be back soon 
looking like a total freak and God help you if | have to put a high heel up your fucking ass." 


"Get the fuck out," Nikki answered, but there was a grin on his face. "You've got an hour before | get bored 
and wander off" The door slammed shut behind Tommy, and Nikki rolled onto his stomach, arching his back 
until it popped. Satisfied, he reached over and plucked lazily at the baggie, a slow smile spreading across his 
face. There was no better way to spend Christmas Eve than getting coked up and fucking Tommy while he 
wore a dress, and Nikki smirked to himself as he swung out of bed He paused for a second, considering, then 


stooped and pulled Tommy's hat onto his head. 


Festive indeed. 


